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A lonely cot it nil I own; 

Say, who shall mope in joyless plight. 

Whene’er at daylight’s parting gleam, 

All bereft of love and wine, 

Could I fancy, that for me. 

To sing of love’s passion I’m call'd by my fair, 
Know’st thou the land where citrons scent the gale, 
Within these sacred bowers, 

Ah! how sweetly love 
Cupid, wanton tourco of pain, 

Strew the way with fairest flow'rs, 

The Ananiy heart with lovo o'orflowing, 

With verdant wreaths the flowing bowl intwine, 
To Bacchus, dear Bacchus an altar I'll raise, 

O Fortune, fickle goddess, 

Delighted, my fancy still wanders 

Lot truth and spotless faith be thine, M 

My love I seek, but seek in vnin; 

When my fond eyes on Nancy gaze, — 

O thou, to whom each fondest vow aspires, 

A captive long in Laura's train, 

Unnotic’d on the lonely mead, 

Tell me , where’s the violet fled, 

Germania's sons ! to you the strains belong, 
Maiden, look me in the face; 

Now milder blows the Zephyr, 

What shall the heart’s best wish supply, 

How smiles the opening dawn, 

Come, Laura, dearest maid ; 

Holy Nature, heavenly fair; 

Wbat feels the soft’ned bosom, 

Love, but such as brothers claim, 

A prey to tender anguish, 



i.Lh hab* ein kleines IJiittchen nur, ) 

( PP'er wollte sich mit Grillen plmgen,) 

(Tp r ann in des Abends Ittztem Scheine ,) 

( Oline Lieb' und ohne IV ein) 

( TViist' ichy wiist' ic/i, dafs du mieh ) 

( Ein Licdchen von Lithe verl angst du von mir ) 

( Kennst du das Land? wo die Citronen bltihn?) 
(In diesen heir gen Hallen ) 

( Ach was ist die Liebe ,) 

( Loser Knabe konttte dir ) 

( Rosen auf den TVeg gestreut ) 

(Bey Miinnern, welche Liebe fiihlen) 

(Bekrdnzt mit Laub den liebevollen Becher ) 

( DemGotte der Reben vertrau ichmein 67ucAjJ 
(Lafs Gluck in ihrem Kreifse ) 

( Das waren mir seelige Tage , ) 
m faUeb' immer Treu und Redlichkeit ,) 

( Io ti ccrco , e non ti trovo ) 

«■( Wo nur mein Aug' auf Nantchen ruht ,) 

( O du , fur wtlclie alle Ilerzen schlagen,) 

( Gefesselt folg' ich Lauren nach,) 

( Ein Veilchen auf der JViese stand , ) 

( Sagt , wo sind die Veilchen hill,) 

( Hebt an den Chor, ihr meine Deutschen Briider , ) 
m (I\Iadcl, schau mir ins Gesicht,) 

(Schon wehen milde fp’este) 

( TV as giefst uns StrCme von Begier , ) 

( TP le lieblich winkt sie mir) 

( Komm , Liebchen, komm aufs Land) 

( Siifse heilige Natur,) 

( O das nur , was im Busen) 

(Ritter, treue Schwesterliebc) 

(Ich habe viel gelitten) 
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Sweetly Wow* tlic opening rose, 

Love from those blight eyes imparling, 

Rodolph in paternal hall, 

Beside n fountain** border, 

Hope, who art wont at night’s still scene to lie 
To rural joys and purer air, 

Yon rose-bud sweet, my bow’r adorning, 
Return, delightful May, 

See, dear maid, in silent languor, 

Could Fanny’s charms be barter d 
Snatch fleeting pleasures, 

0 think on me, when joy thy hour betides, 

1 sat and span before my cot. 

Haste the joys of life to share ; 

Fresher green the lawns display, 

Young Fanny, the softest of maidens, 

Blossom, loveliest flower, 

By moonlight’s softest lustre. 

In gurgling eddies roll'd the tide, 

My bow’r* are haunts of love and glcci 
Whene’er a comely las* I *py, 

Scatter’d o’er the starry pole, 

Hail, thou melodious nightingale, 

Blooming Hope, still young and fair, 

I think of thee, when rising day inflames 



{Selwn sind Rosen und Jasmin) 

( l Penn die Lieb' aus deinen blauen ) 

( hi der Voter Unllen ruble) 

{Sul margine d'un rio ,) 

{Die dii so *frn in beil'gen T'hicbten feierst,) 

{lbr St ‘idler, sucht ihr Freude) 

{Je rai ylante, jc Vai wu nnlfre) 

{Kuinm lieber Min' und mnche) 

{Hebe, sieh in snnjter Feier,) 

{slch kuiinte icli Molly kaufen) 

{Freut euch des Lebens) 

{Vergifs mein niebt! wenn dir die Freude winket) 
{Ich safs und spnnn vor meiner Tbur,) 

{Freund! versiiume nicht xu leben\) 

{ Unsre ZPiescn grimen wieder ) 

{ Sic u ar die gefiilligste Sthone) 

{ Blube, liebes Veilcben) 

{Ich ging in Mondenschimmer ,) 

( Das /'Passer rausclit, das /Passer stimuli, 

{In meinem Scblofse ist's gar fein,) 

^ I Fain ich tin sehunes Mndclicn seb) 

( Fullest wieder Busch und Thai) 

( /Pie lieb' ich euch ihr Nachtigallcn ,) 
{Uoffnung, Hoffnung immer griin) 

{Ich denke dein , worn mir der Sonne Schimmer) 
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y. the feaS't of life 



esg: 



SAY, who would mope in joylefs plight, 
While youth and spring bedeck the scene} 
And scorn the proffer’d gay delight, 

With thunkleR heart and frown ing mi enS 
See Joy with becks and smiles appear, 

While roses strew the devious way} 

The feast of life sh^iids us share, 

Where'er our pilgrim footsteps stray. 



And still the grove is cool and green, 

And clear the bubbling fountain flows; 
Still shines the night’s resplendent queen 
As erst in Paradise she rose: 

The grapes their purple nectar pour, 

To ’suage the heart that griefs opprefs} 
And still the lonely ev’ning oow’r, 

Invites and screens the stolen kifs. 



Still Philomela’s melting strain, 

Responsive to the dying gale, 

Beguiles the bosom’s throbbing pain, 

And sweetly charms the list’ning vale! 
Creation’s scene expanded J iesj — 

Blest scene! how wond’rous' bright and fair! 
Till Death’s cold hand shall close my eyes, 

Let me the lavish’d bounties share! 
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WHENJ^EKat daylight’* parting gleam, 

A smiling form salutes my love, 

And loiters near the murm’ring stream. 

And glides beneath the conscious grove; 
Ahl then thy Damon’s spirit see: — 

Soft joy and peace it brings to thee. 



When o’er thy mind soft musings steal, 

As thou the pleasing past hast scann’d; 
Shouldst thou a gentle prefsure feel. 

Like Zephyr’s .kiTs, o’er lip and hand', 
And should the glimm’ring taper fade; — 
Then near thep bides thy lover’s shade. 



And when at moonlight’s sober ray, 

Thou dream’ st perchance of love and me, 
As through the pines the breezes pluyy 
, And whisper dying melody; — 

WJjen tender bodings prompt the sigh; — 
Thy Damon’s spirit hovers nigh. 



And when at midnight’s solemn tide, 

As soft the rolling planets shine; 

Like AF.ol’s harp, thy couch beside, 

Thou hear’st the word, “for ever thine 
Then slumber sweet, my spirit’s there, 

And peace and joy it brings my fair! 
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ALL bereft of love anti Wine, 


When the toils of war are o’er, 


1 


Joyless hours betide us: 


Love’s the hero’s duty. 




Wealth and powh in vain combine. 


Choicest boons (or him in store, 




Were they once denied us. 


Wijv*? and smiling beanty! 




What can wealth andpow’r supply? 


Sober mortals, cease to rail} 




What frolconda’s treasures? 


All your .rules are musty. 




Vain were all, if fate deny 


No; — the iils of life prevail. 


> 

N 


Love. Hnd drinking pleasures. 

S " 


Only when we’re thirsty! 
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TOsing of love* passion, Im call’d by my fairj 
Ah) who would not singwhen command cd by her? 
Yet love’s softest languish 
Creates but new anguish, 

So fain, gentle maid, the fond theme I’d forbear. 



2 . 

Young Cupid triumphant, in mischief well skill’d. 
Subdues mighty princes and keeps the fair field. 
Ambition declining, 

To beauty refigning, 

F.ach chief for the myrtle the laurel Thai! yield. 



3 . 

The coward grows daring and pants for the frnyj 
The^miser free-hearted, the splenetio g«y', 
Grave wisdom admiring, 

Grows mad with desiring. 

The bachelor sighs for the fair till he’s gray. 



Yet when the fond heart is bewilder’d in' j o y, 
And loves softest raptures the moments employ, 
Dear pleasures so cheating! 

Soft transports so fleeting! 

A smile can give life, and a frown can destroy! 



5 . 

Should jealousy’s torments embitter the woe 
That arises from absence, what anguish shall flow! 
What moaning and sighing! 

Despairing and dying! 

Ah! who shall describe what the lover shall know! 



6 . 

To urge the soft subject, then cease, gentle fairs 
I’m ill at such numbers, nor further shall dare; 
For loves softest languish 
Creates but new anguish, 

And hence, dearest maid, the fond theme I forbeai 






1 . 

KNOW’ST thou the Und, where citrons scent the gale. 
Where glows the orange in the golden vale} 

Where softer breexes fan the asure skies, 

Where myrtles spring and prouder laurels rise? 

Say, know’st thou well? 

'Tis there, ’tis there, 

Our wand’ring steps, my faithful love, must tend. 



2 . 

Know’st thou the pile, the colonade sustains, 

Its splendid chambers and its rich domains} 

Where breathing statues stand in bright array, 

And seem, “what ails thee, hapless maid, “to say? 
Say, know’st thou well? 

’Tis there, »tis there, 

My gentle guide, our WHnd'ring steps must tend. 




3 . 

Know’st thou’ the mount, where clouds obsure the Hay, 
Where scarce the mule can trace his misty way} 

Where lurks the drHgon and her scaly brood} 

And broken rocks oppose the headlong flood? 

Suy, know’st thou well? 

’Tis there, 'tis there, 

Our way must lead} ah, thither let us tend! 



) 

I 
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AH, how sweetly love 
Steals the soul away! 
Knvied joys we prove, 

’Neath its gentle sway. 
Swift the momenta haste' 

Pleasure wings their way. 
Years so sweetly pafs’d, 

Seem but one short day. 
Ah, how sweetly love 

Steals the soul away! 



2 . 

Ah, how sweetly love 

Steals the soul away! 

Light bur labours prove, 

While it gild* the day. 

Duty grows a charmj 

Smooth, life’s rugged way. 
Love’s kind beams can warm 
Winter^ chillest day. 

Ah, how sweetly love 

Steals the soul away! 






1 . 

STREW the way wilh fairest flow’rs, 
Kv’ry ill forgetting) 

Swiftly fly the envious hours, 
Quick our sun is setting. 
Daphnis now in frolick dunce, 
Sports with care unclouded; 

Yet, ere morning’s dawn advance, 
See the stripling shrowded. 



3 . 

Let not Philomel’s soft strain 
Trill neglected numbers} 

Nor the hum of bees in vain 
Lull to soothing slumbers. 
Snatch, as long as fortune smiles, 
Love and drinking pleasures; 
Ruthlors death no art beguiles,— 
Soon he steals our treafures. 



2 . 

See, in Hymen’s joyous band, 
Hlushing Phoebe plighting; 
See, ere ev’ning’s dews expand, 
Death her eyes benighting. 
Ciive then griff end moping care 
To the breev.e that pafses; 
’Neath this bcpchen grove so fair, 
Quaff the jingling glafses. 



4 - 

Ocr the dark and silent grave, 
Where his prey repofes} 

Vain their wings the Zephyrs wave, 
Scatt’ring breath of roses; 

Vain the glaTses tinkling sound, 
Death’s dull ear invading} 

Vain the frolio dance around, 
Defteft meafures treading. 






1 . 

She. THE manly heart with love overflowing, 
Each ftfirer virtue ealla iti own. 

He. ’Tis beauty 5 * talk, »oft smiles bestowing, 
To share and sooth the lover’s moan. 
Hoth. Hail, sacred love, thro 5 heav’n and earth! 
HaiF, sacred flame that gave us birlh! 

2 . 

' She. And love, the ills of life beguiling, 

The soul in willing bondage leads: 
He. And while to peace each trouble smiling, 
Its potent sway all nature pleads-. 
Hoth. Nor ought can dearer raptures prove, 

Than two fond hearts that truly love. 
Love and truth, and truth and love, 
Emulate the joys above! 



1 . 



(1 
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WITH verdant wreaths the flowing bowl intwine. 
And gaily quaff it dry. 

How bl eas’d the land that boasts such geti'raus wine! 
What draughts with these shall vie! / 

2 . 

Nor need our steps to distant Huno’ry tend, 

Nor yet to (iallia roam: 

Let him who likes, so far for liquor send} 

We find it nearer home. 



Our C.errpan hills the bounteous juice supply} 
And hence its worth so rare! 

Dear native land, beneath thy temp’rate iky, 
What varied gifts we share! 

4 . 

Nor yet thrunoh all fJermania does it grow, 
Where many a barren hill, 

And many a rock uplifts its rugged brow, 

Not worth the place they fill. 



A plant there grows, Thuringia’s heights among, 

That like the vine appears} 

Its meaoer juice inspires no joviul song, 

Nor soothes the toper’s cares. 

6 . 

Saxon la’s hills in gay confusion lie, ^ 

Yet no rich vines unfold: 

Their boasted rocks may silver ore supply, 

And eke some paltry gold. 

Nor where the liloxherg rears its blus’tnng head, 

Shall Bacchus’ train appear} 

Thence rise the winds, and thence the tempest ' » • «d 
Hut not a grape IS there. 

R. 

On Khino’s fair banks the envied clusters grow} 

Then sacred be the Rhine} 

And blesi’d those bank.!, whose tunnjr heights bestow 
The life-preserving wine. 

9 . 

Then drink amain, cast all our cares away, 

Let mirth the moments cheer} 

And knew we where a- son of sorrow lay. 

We’d hid him welcome here. 
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TO BACCHUS, dear Bacchus, an altar I’ll raifej 
And, full of his presence, grow wild in his praife. 
Approach, thirsty topers, no ills shall annoy, 

But wine flow in plenty, and plenty of joy. 

We’ll drain' the bowl empty and drink away care. 
If eodlelssuch pleasures, how happy it were! 



And Venus, bright goddefs, the incense shall share, 
And bumpers be quaff’d to the health of each fair. 

In loves happy triumph each beauty shall shine, 

And heighten the joys of the juice of the vine. 

We’ll drink, and we’ll love, and we’ II laugh away can 
If endle&surh pleasures, how happy it were! 



cresc. 



i. hi. 

I), FORTUNE, fickle goddess, , Let Flore deck my borders 

A moment, .[ait the cere ’ With many a lovely flow’r; 

Of thron- end jarring empires. The grape, in mellow clusters. 

And ’neath my roof repair. Intwine my rustic bow’r; I 

A kind regard, 0 deign m. ; And let the purple nectar, I 

One smile; no more 1 claims The gen’rous vine bestows, ^ 

Nor pants my soul for treasures; He quaff’d to Love and Friendship 

Content it’s fomtejL aim! Reneath the pendant boughs: L 

II. tv. 

Be small my simple dwelling, To Love, the choicest blessing, 

Nor round with baubles strewn, That favour’d mortals taste! 

Just room Tor frolic measures, To Friendship, girt of heaven, 

A gay repast to crosvn; . That sweetens life’s repast! 

Hepast of unbought dainties; This, grant me, gentle goddess; 

Sly garden’s modest grace; No farther boon I crave: 

The woodland’s plumy tenants ; Thy golden favours, lavish 

The riv’ let’s finny race. On vain ambition’s slave! 

J 




DELIGHTED, my fancy still wanders 
Where flows the clear stream in meanders; 

Still paints the gay bark on its tide. 

Dear bark, where with bliss all elated, 

Ry Lucy, bright maid, I’ve been seated, 
And down the smooth current did glide. 



2 . 

We sail’d on its soft- heaving billows, 

And ’neath the cool shade of its willows, 

Mark’d how the fish sported and play’d; 
We mark’d the green margin so blooming, 

As spring all its charms was resuming, 

And saw the lambs skip o’er the mead. 



3 . 

Sweet daysl how I love to review them! 

How fondly I long to renew them! 

Dear maid, were they pleasing to thee? 

If so, let us ship us together, 

And steer through life’s fair and foul weather; 
And Cupid our pilot shall be. 




0 



Free mason ’ s So no. 



M ozi 
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Be breath’d thy ardent vow*. No vernal rapture* move. 

2 . * 



Thy pilgrim -path with flow’r* shall bloom, 
And sun-shine glad th<* day; 

While undismay’d we eye the tomb, 

And *mile at life’* decay. 



He shudders at the whisp’ring breeze, 
Appall’d with guilt and fear} 

In vain the dream of life shall cease; — 
Nor end his terrors there! 



3 . 

Content serene thy steps shall ’bide; 

Fair maid of mien divine! 

And sweet shall taste the crystal tide, 

As cups of rosy vine. 

4 . 

The slave to guilt still quakes with fear, 
Tho J syren charms invite; — 

No joy, his languid day shall cheer, 

No soft repose, his night. 



7 . 

O then, let Truth and Faith be thine, 
Till life’s vain prospects fade; 

And still at Virtue’s sacred shrine 
Thy ardent vows be paid. 

8 . 

So shall the friends we leave below, 
Bedew with tears our tomb; 

And round the freshest sod shall grow, 
And choicest flow’rs shall bloom! 









MY love 1 seek, but seek In .vain} 
He flies, nor heeds my tender painj 
And now a prey to sad despair, 

I' call on death to end myoarei 



2 . 

Yet, perjur’d youth, one moment stay, 
Let pity prompt a short delay: 

Canst thou the last sad boon deny, 

To stop, and catch my parting sigh? 



Ah, no! still urge thy cruel flight, 

And still my proffer’d fondness slight. 
Another maiden’s dearer charms 
Allure thee from my constant arms. 



4 . 



May softest peace thy bosom prove, 

And blessings crown thy new- born love! 
Yet spare, how blest soe’er thou be, 

One thought for her who dy’d for thee! 
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i. 



UNNO.TIc’D in the lonely mead, 

A violet rear’d it» modest* head; 

A sweet and lovely flower ! 

A blooming maid came gadding by. 

With vacant heart and gladsome eye, 

And tript, and tript. With sportive carelefs tread. 

2 . 



*'Ah!“thouoht the violet, „hatl l now. 

"The rmse's* matchlers form and glow; 

„Tho’ transient were the power-, 

“To be bat pluckt by that sweet maid, 

"And on her virgin bosom laid; 

"Blest fate! bleft fate! what more could heav'n bestow. 

3 . 

Along the lovely maiden past, 

Nor on the ground a look she cast. 

But trod the haplers flower: 

It sunk, it died, and yet was gay, 

"And let me die," ’twai heard to say, 

"If 'neath, if ’neath her feet, I breathe my last. 



I) 




TELL me, where** the vi’let fled, 
Late so gayly blowing; 

Springin p ’neath fair Flora’s tread, 
Choi< ‘st sweets bestowing? — 

Swain, the vernal scene is o’er, 

And the vi’let blooms no more! 



Lead me to the bow’ry shade, 
Late with roses flaunting; 
Lov’d Tesort of youth and maid, 
Am’rous ditties ohantingj — 

Hail and storm with fury show'r ; 
Leafless mourns the rifled bow’r ! 



Say, where hides the blushing rose, 
Pride of fragrant morning; 
Garland meet for beauty’s brows; 
Hill and dale adorning? 

Gentle maid, the Summer's fled, 
And the hapless rose is dead! 



Say, where bides the viLlape maid 
Late yon oot adorningr 
Oft I’ve met her in the° glade, 

Fair und fresh as morning. 

Swain, how short is beauty's bloom! 
Seek her in her grassy tomb! 



3 . 

Bear me then to yonder rill, 
Late so freely flowing; 
Wht’riiig many a daffodil. 

On its margin glowing. 

Sun and wind exhaust its store; 
Yonder riv*let oiides no more! 



6 . 

Whither roves the tuneful swain, 
Who, of rural pleasures, 

Rose and vi’ let, rill and plum. 
Sung in deftest measures? 1 

Maiden, swift life's vision flies; 
Death has clos’d the poet’s eyes! 
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the theme m»y greoe the lyre, the theme may grace the lyre. 



the theme may grace the lyre, the theme may grace the lyre. 




GERMANIA’S sons] to you the strains belong, 
If Rhino the (trains inspire } 

And though mere echo of a bettor song. 

The theme may grace the lyre. 



What new-born raptures rise? see there 
The Genius of the stream ! 

Whose fost’ring pow'r the vine-clad hills declare, 
And join the loud acclaim. 



And who shall skim the undulating green 
Regirt with clift and grove J — 

Who cast a look on Nature’s wilder scene, 
Nor kindred raptures prove? 



To Rhine, to Rhine the tuneful tribute bring*, 
He shields our native shores! 



Let hill and dale with joyous echo ring, 
He shields our native shores! 



8 . 



And on this festal .lay, whose lagging blood 



Feels not the kindling glow 1 



To shiefd the cottag’d vintager he deigns, 
From war’s insulting wound J 



Whose nigg' 



ur.t hand shall on the sacred flood And fain from foreign taint would shield the plains 



No rich libation throw ? 



Within his wide-stretch’d hound. 



4 . 



Fast by the foot of many a vino-topp’d hill 
His waves meand’ring stray*, 

And s.*e his guardian arm, protective still, 
Kach rocky rampart stay. 



For generous hearts he fills the mantling bowl, 
Hids grief no longer pine J 
Kxpards each nobler transport oi the soul. 
And gives us golden wine. 



And white the turret of the mould’ring tow’r 
From mgh o’erlooks the vales, 

He swells, he sinks, he rolls his ceaseters store 
With fdrce thut never fails. 



Then fill the glaTs, and blithsome glide awuy, 

And singing quaff the wine: 

The air breathes soft, and sweetly smiles the duyj 



Come 



' the Rhine! the Rhine! 




Li. j 
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i. 

MAIDEN, look me in the face} 
Steudfast, serious,— no grimace! 
Maiden, murk me, now I task thee, 
Answer quickly, what i ask thee} 
Steadfast, look me in the face. 
Little vixen ,— no grimace! 



2 . 

Frightful art thou not, ’tis true*, 

Eyes thou hast of lovely blue} 

Lips and cheeks, the rose defying, 
liosom, snow in whitenefs vying. 
Charms thou hast} — ah, sure 'tis true} 
Killing eyes of azure hue! 



3 . 

Be thou lovely} —yet, I ween. 

Fair tfiou art, hut not a queen. 

Not the queen of all that’s charming} 
Not alone all hearts alarming. 

Fair und bright} — but still, I ween, 
Kright and fair} but not a queen! 



4 . 

When 1 turn me hero and there, 
Scores of lovely maids appear} 

Scores of maids, in beauty blooming. 
Claims, as fair at th.ine, afsuming; 
Scores of maidens, here and there, 
Smile us sweet, and look as fairl 



S. 

Yet hast thou imperial sway} — 

I, thy willing slave, obey} — 

Sway imperial, now to teaze me, 

Now to soothe and now to please me. 
Life and death attend thy sway} 

See thy willing slave obey! 



6 . 

Scores of maidens? — what a train! 

Scores and scores!— yet all were vain, 

Should e’en thousands strive to chace thee 
From the throne where love doth place thee} 
Tens of thousands! — whut a train! 

All their fondest arts were vain! 



7 . 

Look me, charmer, in the face} 
Little viaen, no grimace! 

Tell me, why for thee I’m sighing, 
Thee alone, and others f ly i n g ! 
Little charmer, no grimace! 

Speak, and look me in the face! 



8 . 

Long the cause I’ve vainly scann’d 
Why to thee alone I bend! — 
Tortur’d thus, nor know the reason! 
Martyr still to am’rous treason! 

Fair enchantrefs — ’fore me stand} 
Speak, — and shew thy •‘magic wand ! 









> “ ** 



NOW milder blow* the Zephyr 

That waves the tender spray, — • 
Now Flora 5 * lavish’d treasures, 
Proclaim the welcome May. 

See vernal joys alluring; 

Soft joys, I rain wou’d own! 
Rut ahl no spring can charm me; — . 
My love, alas! i* flown I 

2 . 

In vain the lap of Nature 

I, rob’d in freshest green; — 

In vain the rose bud opens, 

And vi’lets deck the scene. 

No more 1 cull the flow’ret: 

Dear task! ’twas onoe my own! 
Ah then, it deck’d her bosom; — 
Bat now, alas! she 5 * flown! 

3 . 

In vain the leafy bower 

Now spreads its cooling shade 
In vain the moon’s soft lustre 
Invites me o’er the mead. 

Ah! once the bow’r could charm 
Its sweets 1 once could own - 
There first i saw and lov’d her 
Rut now, alas! she’s flown! 
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i. 

WHAT shall the heart's best wish supply, 
Its fondest ardours move? — 

Not wealth the potent charm shall buy, 
Not ought that wakes Ambition's sigh; — 
’Tis Love, — and nought but Love! 

2 : 

Then, listless maid, thine ear incline. 
Nor scorn my constant sigh: — 

Proud fume and splendour I resign. 
Nor kneel at vain Ambition's shrine; — 
Thy smile shall all supply! 




1 . 




HOW smiles the op’ning dawn, 

Wide o’er the spreading lawn, 

As night’s dun shadows speed their flight! 
Hail, Nature’s charms divine! 

Before her hallowM shrine, 

How glows m y heart with fond delight! 

2 . 

Hall, Nature’s sov’rcign Lord! 

At whose creative word, 

The a>ve - inspiring scene arose! 

Thy goodness grants me more, 

Than dare my pray’rs implore; — 

Than dare my ardent^fondest vows! 

3 . 

At midnight’s silent hour, 

While sleep’s reviving pow’r 

Gives health, and life, and vig’rous joy; 
Thy 'wakeful care presides. 

Nor harm my soul betides; — 

Nor fears my balmy rest annoy. 

4 . 

The new-born day, how fair! 

How sweet the freshen’d air! 

How rings the grove with votive lays . 
The tuneful song, I’ll join. 

And chant thy name divine; — 

And swell the grateful note of praise. 





So 



THE INVITATIO N. 



Ki i( liardt. 




I. 

COMF.j Laura, dearest maid, 

Let rural joys delight theej 
Stern Winter’s storms are laid, 

And hill and vale invite thee, 

In vernal pomp array’d. . 

2 . 

Yon lucid lake serene. 

See fragrant hawthorns border*, 
See lambkins, o’er the green, 
Disport in gay disorder, 

And deck the smiling scene* 



3 . . 

From yonder.- bow’ry shade, 

Sad love-lorn anguish pouring, 

The turtle fills the glade} 

His absent mate alluring, 

That loiters down the mead. 

4 . 

Nor calls the dovfr in vain*, 

Back flies the sbften’d rover. 

Dear maid, then, sooth my pain, 
Regard thy plaintive lover: 

O come, dear maid, again! 






kens at =* ten = tion’s read = y ear. 
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and prompt* the pi 






WHAT feel* the soft’ned boiom 
The gentler virtues sway, 

Best claims the muse’s favour. 

And breathes the sweetest lay; 
While ’.ympathy awakens 
Attention’s ready ear, 

And spreads the soft infection, 
.And prompts the pleasing tear. 



Let poets sing or heroes 
And all the pomp of war; 
And such as pant for glory 
Attend with eager ear', — 

Re mine an humbler triumph, 
My theme the rural plain; 
My boast, the simple numbers 
That oharm the village train 



And svould my blooming Daphne 
But lend her ear the while, 

And one kind look would deign me, 
And one approving smile; — 

I’d envy not the poet, 

Though wreaths adorn his brow; 
And envy not the hero, 

That bade the numbers flow. 
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VII. 

And erel^tig, h simple shed, 

Near yon slope he rears, 

Where the cloister’s tow’ry head 
O’er the grove appears. 

There, from morning’s blushing sky, 
Down to setting sun) 

Hope still beaming in his eye 
Sat the youth alone: — 



rx. 

Then, at each returning night, 
Sunk to soft repose*, 

Grateful hail’d the welcome light, 
When the morii arose. 

Patient, still for many a day, 
Many a year’s long round, 
Waits the ling’ring hour away, 
Till the casement sound: — 

* 




VIII. -* X. 

\ 

Sat and ey’d the cloister’s pile, Till the lov’d recluse is seen, 

Ky’d its hallow’d bound; — Till the sainted maid 

F.yes the window of her cell, Casts a look, '»• heav’n serene. 

Till' the casement sound; Down the silent glade. 

Till the lov’d recluse was seen, And us' Death, one fated nr.orn. 

Till the sainted maid, Knds .his tender cure; 

CHs-t a look, as heav’n serene, Still his looks, all pallid, turn 

Down the silent glade. To’ard the cloister’d fair! 






Iliij 
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LOVE, from those bright pyes imparting 
Soft desire and um’rous euro} 
Through my breast his arrows darting, 
Lives and reigns a tyrant thpre. 

On thy cheek with blushps glowing 
When I print the eager '"kiCs*, 

Heart and soul with joy overflowing, 
Scarce can bear the thrilling bRss! 
Dearest maiden I whilst I hold tnee, 

’Gainst my panting fluttering heart’,— 
Whilst my trembling arms enfold thee, 
Madd’nino bliss°thy charms imparll 
But too soon 0 my ravish’d senses, 

Sink beneath opprefsive joy: • 

Life and death thy smile dispenses! 

Hlifs and pain aiik'e destroy! 
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1. 

HODOLIMi, in paternal hall, 

Breath’d from war’s destructive scene: 
Kodolph, prompt at glory’s call, 

Kodolph, dread of hostile Gaul; 

Dread of Moor of swurthy mien. 

2 . 

He a gallant son deplores, 

Last of all hit noble stem: 

Whilst, amid the mofs-grown tow’rs, 

As his tender wail he pours, 

F.cho wafts the mournful theme. 

5 . 

Agnes, deck’d with golden hair, 

Props his age and stills hit j 
Mild as dove, as lambkin fair, 

Soothes a parent’s sad despair, 

Wipes the tear that dims his eye. 

4 . 

Yet, herself in silent woe, 

Pines by moon -light’s solemn gleam: 
Albert with the polish’d brow, 

Breathes for htr the tender vow, 

And fair Agnes sighs for him. 

5 . 

Haughty Raymond, at whose side, 

Five score martial youths appear*, 
Swells with vain heraldic pride, 

Vaunts his trophies far and wide, 

And old Kodolph held him dear. 

6 . 

Mbert once, on festive duy, 

Kifs’d her hand as lily fair; 

Agues eyes, in soft dismay, 

Chiding frowns would fuin betray; — 
But they only shew’d a tear! 



Raymond marks the tender dam* ; 

Kyes askance his shining blade; 

Love and rage his cheek inflame, 

And his eye-balls wildly gleam, 

And around their fury shed. 

8 . 

Straight his gauntlet, threat’ning war, 

On her virgin lap he laid: 

“Take it Albert, and repair 
’Neath the mill; — I’ll wail thee there" 
Swift he mounts and scours the mead. 

9 . 

Albert hears the fierce defy. 

Mounts his steed to seek the foe; 
Proud the graceful tear to spy 
Trickling from the maiden’s eye; — 

Love and honour bade it flow. 

10. 

Bed their burnish’d urms appear 
(.learning in the setting sun. 

Hark! their coursers’ fierce career 
Shakes the plain; the frighted deer 
To their inmost oovert run. 

U. 

Agnes, from the castle wall 

Cast a wistful look beneath. 

Boding fears her heart appal 
Straight she saw her Albert fall; 

Saw, and clos’d her eyes in death. 

12 . 

Back the victor faltVing hies, 

'Anxious doubts his breast invadej 
Hears the wail of woe arise, 

To the fair -one’s chamber flies; — 
Starts,-— and falls upon his blade. 



13 . 

Kodolph snatch’d hi* darling cure, 

Held her to hn throbbing breast; 
Torpid, lost in fltimh despair. 

Clasp’d the cold unconscious Fair 

Two l°ng days, — then sunk to rest! 
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BESIDE a fountain’s border, 
Where wanton zephyrs rove, 

A nymph, in sweet disorder, 

Now sleeps in yonder grove. 

If thus her beauties charm me, 
All sleeping as she lies} 

What ills, alas! shall harm me, 
When once she opes her eyes! 



On her white arm reposing, 
Reclines her lovely cheek. 

Far sweeter tints disclosing 

Than May’s sweet mornings < 
What tender fears alarm me! 

What tender hopes ariseJ — 
Alas! what ill* shall harm me, 
When once she opes her eyes 



And fain would I discover 

What pains my breast ijivade} 
Hut ah, too timid lover! 

My lips refuse their aid. 

May Love with' boldness arm me, 
And check desponding sighs, 
Or, *Ohi what ills shall harm me, 
When once she opes her »*y*’«! 





rks and oounti his tears. 



oreso. 



HOFE.who artwont at nlghl’l .till .oene to lie 
Soft wrapt* in pleasing reveryj 

Sweet balm of anxious doubts and fears ! 
Tell the pale mourner that in yon fair sky, 
Bright scen-e of higher destiny, 

\n an gel marks and counts his tears. 



When long extinct are accents once so dear, 
When faithful mem’ry pours her tear, 

Fast by the sear leaf’s chilling gloom; 
Dear Hope, the lonely mourner then attend 
While musing as night’s shades desoend. 
He lingers o’er the mould’ring tomb 



When man’s harsh doom his uplift eye upbraids, 
When his last ray of comfort fades, 

And all around is blank and drear’, 

Then, on the verge of life’s delusive dream, 
Shew him the cloud, whose kindling gleam, 
Prnr.tuim* u ooliten sun is near. 
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TO RURAL joys and purer air, 

Ye city nymphs and swains, repair. 

The whi»p*rn. £ grove, the garden’s bound. 
Each peaceful dwelling skirts around. 

No lordly pile obstructs the way, 

Nor veils the cheerful face of dayj 
And freely o’er the flow’ry meads, 

The moor. t«»tro sheds. 



At early morn, the villager 
Resumes his daily pleasing care. 

For him the vernal landscape blooms, 
For him the haw’horn sheds perfumes 
His borders glow with many *• flow’r 
The nightingale awakes hu bow’r- 
Tht bee prepuios her nectar’d hoard, 
\nd fair Pomona decks his board. 



Then hit h->r bie,y. courtly train, 

A:.. I share the , l enures of the plain-, 
Forsake the US ' irWiom-’ gla«e, 

And lea re behind each sordid care. 

Let Love alone your breast invade, 

Fit inmate of the rural shade-. 

Haste here, your tender vows declare, 
And soon shall yield- t h • ■ soften’d fair. 







SO'tfG. 



J.J. Koa»enu. 



AN DANTE. 



the lov’d re — sort, each ver — 



f ea — ther’d cho — Tit — — * er j 



fea — ther’d 



rit — — ter. 



,ON ro.e bush sweet, my bow’r adorning, 
I rear’d and watch'd with constant care*, 

The lov’d resort, each vernal morning, 

Of muny a feather’d chorister. 

1 . 

Cease, love sick birds, your tender ditty; 

Ah', cease to pour the melting strain: 

Far strays my Love; with gen’rous pity, 
Forbear to ohafe my bosom’s pain. 



In quest of distant Indies treasure, 

My arms he shuns, all ills defies*. 

Ah! why the stormy ocean measure 
For happiness the port supplies? 

4 . 

And ye, dear swallows, doom’d to wander, 
Your sure return, each spring, we see: 
Thouoh wide your flight, your love, are tend 
O bfino him back each year to me. 

o 





RETURN, delightful May, 

And robe tho 5 trees witli green 
Rid mutio wake the spray, 

And olad the vernal scene. 
The cowslip’s bell restore, 

The Tose’s blush revive, 

Thy wonted treasures pour, 

And bid creation live! 



In vain, while Winter's gloom 
Invades the drooping plain, 
In quest of joy we roam 



In quest of joy we roam 

’Mid fashions's motly train. 
Joy shuns the noisy town, 

The midnight masquerade: 
From courts and cities flown, 
She haunts the rural shade! 



111 . 

And well the rural shade 
Befits a ouest so fair. 

Then haste, bedeck the mead, 
Haste, all thy stores prepare. 
Sweet month, bring garlands gay, 
And bring the nigntinoale: 

O haste, denphtful M“y- , 
And Winter’s gloom dispel. 



the i tin's par-ting splen — dour, 



lu _ mines the fur 



tant deep 






SEE, dear maid, in silent languor, 

Beauteous Nature droops her head: 
While the dews of eve descending, 

Cool the dappled fragrant mead. 
Already the soft trilling songsters, 

That wuk’d the gay grove are asleep*, 
Already the sun’s parting splendour, 
Illumines the far distant deep. 



So my day’s faint taper glimmers, 

Fades and sinks and dies away; 

Thus the song of rapture ceases, 

Thus my fondest hopes decay. 

Ah! since thou hast left me to sorrow, 
1 rove the wild desert alone; 

My cheek, that was whilom so ruddy, 
Is wan as the gleam of the moon. 



When a wreath I fain wouLd twine thee, 
From the bloomy rose bush torn, 
(Meet to deck thy flowing tresses,) 

Deep 1 felt the pungent thorn. 

Sure this my life’s image resembles; 

Ah! such should my destiny be; 

The thorn’s sharpest puncture I’d suffer, 
Would fate doom the roses for thee! 





wealth en 






1 . 

COULD Fanny's charms be barter'd* 
For gold and jewels rare; 

And hud 1 countleTs treasures, 

I'd give them all for her. 

Let him whom wealth enamours, 
StiLl wear its sordid chain; 

Alas, withont dear Fanny, 

To me all wealth were vain. 



2 . 

If Europe’s ample regions 

My podent sway should own; 
And could I > Fanny purchase, 
I’d gladly yield my crown. 
For city, throne, and palace. 
And wide extended mead, 
I’d take my blooming Fanny, 
Were all I owVd a shed . 



3 . 

Tho’ fate alone determines. 

How long we loiter here; 

Yet could 1 wing the minutes. 

And speed their swift career; 

Whole years, 1 swear, should vanish. 

For hours, were she my own; '* l 

For hours, anddearest Fanny, 

But mine, and mine alone. 
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WITH ceaselefs care we court our harms; 

In quart of thorn* we rove the mead, 

And slight the vi’ lets modest charms, 

That bloom beneath our tread. 

Snatch fleeting pleasures, etc. 



Who courts fair Truth with vow sincere. 

Nor checks Companion 1 * gen’rous s.gh; 

His home Contentment's smile shall cheer; 
Blest smile.no wealth can buy! 

Snatch fleeting pleasures, etc. 



Whene’er intruding gloom prevails, 

Whattho' at mom the tempest lour, ^ , orro w prompts the starting tear, 

And round the forky lightnings play, Ftiendship . s ,mile the cloud d.spels, 

Erelong the stormy blast is o’er; ^ , otte n, ^ 

And gladsome smiles the day. Snatch fleeting pleasures, etc. 

6 Snatch fleeting pleasures, etc. ° 



3 - 



The breast that nvy ne’er alarms, 

Seeks pure delight in calm retreat; 

And aU alive to Nature’s charms, 

Meets blirs that flies the great. 

Snatch fleeting pleasure, etc 



6 . 



For Friendship stills Affliction’s sigh. 

And smooths Misfortune’s rugged way; 

To twilight turns the darksome sky. 

And twilight into day. 

Snatch fleeting pleasures , eto. 



Hail, sacred Friendship, he.v’nly pow’r. 

To thee the daily vow shaU rise; 

So blithe shall glide the fleeting hour. 

And lead to brighter skies 1 

Snatch fleeting pleasures, etc . 
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as seems to tliee my steadfast soul to 









I . 

I SAT ami span m y ’ 

And straight a comely youll. came by ; 
His harel eye will, glee was fraught , 

His cheek was flush’d with crimson die . 
Behind my wheel I mark’d the man, 

And sat abash’d, and span and span . 




2 



Witl> friendly voice, ’’Good morn,” he 
Aiul shyly graceful nearer cam** ; 

My Ealt’ring Fingers broke the thread , 

And sudden tremours shook my Frame . 

To join the clew I now began. 

And sat abash’d, and span and span . 

3 . 

My hand he seit’d and rlnsely prefVd, 

• And vow’d no hand like mine was Fair-, 

As soFt as cygnet’s downy breast. 

And white and round beyond compare. 
Such words a maiden’s pride might Fan; 

"Vet, still abash’d, I sat and span . 

4 . 

Upon my chair he loan’d his arm , 

And prais’d the slender well-wrought threa 
His cherry lips, »•> Fresh and warm, 

Then sweetly utter’d, ’’dearest maid!” 
His soFt glance through my bosom ran : 

1 sol abash’d, and span and span. 

5 . 

Meanwhile lie" closer thrust his Face ; 

It nearly touch’d my glowing cheek . 

My head, at whirl’d the wheel apace, 

OF brush’d by chalice his Face so sleek. 

To kils and toy he now began ; 

1 sat abash’d , and span and span . 

6 . • 

In serious guise my looks I drels’d, 

And bade the forward youth retire ; 

In vain ; he clasp’d me round the waist, 
And kilVd my cheek as red as fire . 

Then maidens, blame me, if yon ran, 

.That I no longer sat and span . 



I 
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1 . 

HASTE the* j«»y* oF l»Fe to share; 

Seiie the moments as they Fly 
Soon shall cease the scene so Fair •, — 
Soon we droop, and Fade, and die. 

2 . 

Laugh at physic’s pert grimace ; 

Scorn the water- drinking train *. 
Wine, that sooths the soul’s disease, 
Sooths alike the body’s pain. 



3 . 

Wine, the balm kind nature pours, 
Rosy health and bloom supplies . 
Crown the bowl with Fairest Flow’rs , 
Drink and glee at bottom lies- 

4 . 

Now his rites let Bacchus claim, 

Let his Fragrant altars bjas n ; — 
Soon shall Love the breast inFlamo } 
Love shall triumph in his turn • 
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SPRING 



Reichardt - 



z. • 

low tin- blossom roars its lioail, 
Syring roealls its -blooming V ri<U ' ; 
pv ing 01. stools o*ov ll.o rooad, 

Dork- tlio hillock'- sloping siilo • 
ioo tlio Uly of »'**• v -‘lo, 

Poeying through its toafy «hado, 
Half its moilost t li.irms rouroal'. 
Garland moot for spollol's maid 



Now tin- woudbinfS twining sharto , 
Sweetly Forms the rustic bow’r 
SoFt retreat oF youth ami maul, 

True to love’s appointed hour . 
Fonder grows the Zephyr’s hiss, 

Pleasure wakes at Nature’s rail 
Vernal life, and thrilling bliss, 

Feels the heart that Feels at all 
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1 . 

YOUNG Fanny, the softest of maidens 
Was woo'd by the fondest of swains • 

Her voire was the music oF nature, 

His pipe , the delight of the plains . 

They haunt the broad beeches kind shelter, 
And mutually heave the Fynd sigh ; 

They ramble in quest of new vi* lets, 

And toy as the sweet moments Fly . 

2 . 

They parted and hied to their hamlets • 

The youth pip'd an amorous lay . 

The maid hung her head in soft languor’. — 
The vi'lets were wither'd away ! 

Alas ! and so soon are ye Faded ; 

Sweet Flow’ rets, how short is your span ! 

She sigh’d and she wept and bewail’d her $ 
And ey’d the sad emblem of man . 

3 . 

Thou softest and sweetest of maidens, 

O ease thy kind heart of' its load ; 

No longer bewail the fair Flow’ret • 

And wander with caution abroad . 

Be thy- self of bright wisdom the pattern, 
And warn all the giddy and Fair.— 

One step From the footpath of virtue, 

And sorrow and ruin are there . 



J 
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BLOSSOM, loveliest Flower, 
Planted by tlm band ; 

Sweetest odours shower, 

Brightest tints expand . 
Envied joys attend thee, 

To my love I’ll send thee, 

On her breast to lie ; 

Happy destiny ! 

2 . 

Peggy, little charmer, 

Is my best— lov’d maid*.— 
Should ill— Fortune harm her,— 
Sure I’d weep me dead . 
Other maids excelling, 

She alone has dwelling, 

In my inmost breast • 

There she reigns conFess’d. 



3 . 

Sure a girl so pretty 

Nowhere shall be Found • 
And, though blooming Kitty 
Charms the village round; 
Yet, I must avow it, 

Carelefs who may know it, 
Might I Kitty wed, 

”No” should soon be said . 

4 . 

Yes, the little smiler 

Holds my heart alone; 

Nor will I beguile her, 
When I’m older grown, 
Yes, her beauties move me, 
Next to heav’n above me, 
Nothing have I here 
HalF as she so dear • 



.OFt the lads and lasses 
Mock my tender care, 

OFt, as Peggy passes, 

Slyly at me stare . 

Nought their jeering moves me, 
Dearest Peggy loves me ; 

Soon they all shall see 
Peggy wed with me . 

' 6. 

Happy — Fated Flower , 

’Ere to her you Fly ; 

Blossom near my bower, 

’Neath the vernal sky. 

Soon, thy joy increasing, 
Peggy’s bosom gracing , 

Kisses wait For thee •: 

One, pc* reliance, For me 1 






1 . 

ISV melon light’s softest lustre 
With Laura o’er the green, 

1 stray’ll , anil busy fancy. 

Still paints the tender scene . 

2 . 

Soon breath’ll the Zephyr warmer 
As ha nil in hand we came •, 

And soon a gentle tremor 

Seis’d all my troubled frame . 

3 . 

My Laura’s eye reflected 

Mild Cynthia’s silver ray i 
And on her lip it trembled, 

And shed a sweeter day . 

7 . 



4 . 

A tear of love quirk starting, 

Fell glisl’ning from my eye ; 

And tender sighs half stifled, 

To Laura softly fly* 

5 . 

AH silent was the maiden, 

A tear bedimm’d her sight; 

The moon the tear illumin’d, 

I mark’d its pearly light . 

6 . 

Nor dreamt my gentle Laura, 

}Jer eye that tear betray’d - * 
The drop still palely glimmer’d, 
As down her cheek it stray’d. 



The landscape failed'round me, 
And vanish’d from my view ; 
Ah , surely shall X never 

Such tender Joys renew . 
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1 . 

IIS gurgling e flilici roll’d the tide. 

The wily angler rat 
lit verdant willow’d hank boride, 

And sp read the treach’rou. bait. 

Reclin’d he sita in-careless mood, 

The floating quill he eye. -, _ 

When, rising from the opening flood, 

A humid maid he spies. 

2 . 

She sweetly sung, she sweetly said, 

As gat’d the wond’ring swain j 
’’Why ll)us with murd’rous arts invade 
"My placid j^rrolefs reign! 

”Ah, didst thou know, how blest, how free 
” Tin* finny myriads stray; 

” Thou’dst long to dive the limpid sea, 

’’And live os blest as they 

3 . 

’’The sun, the lovely queen of night, 
’’Beneath the deep repair; 

’’And thence, in streamy lustre bright, 

’* Return more fresh and fair. 

’’Nor tempt, thee yon lelheriol spo.e, 
"ifeting’d with liquid blue! — 

”Nor tempts thee not thy pictur’d face, 

”To bathe in worlds of dewt“ 

4 . 

The tide in gurgling eddies rose. 

It reach’d his trembling feet: 

His heart with fond impatience glows 
The promis’d joys to meet . 

So sung the soft, the winning fair ; 

Alas', ill-fated swain’.— 

Half- dragg* d , ludf-pleas’d, he sinks with her 
And ne’er was seen again l 
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D»d«t thou, the nymph that sues, but 
What Feeling* in Her ho.oro glow . 
And what a train oF youth* contend 
To win her heart, and claim her lion 



Yet, what are all this train to me . 
Who*e Fonde.t wi*he. hang on thee . 
For thee alone I’d live and die. 

Then lia.te, dear knight, and hither Fly 



1 . 



WHENE’ER a comely lass l S Y7> 

All lost In soft surprise, 

I thank my .tars, begin to sigh, 

Then own her cunqu’ring eyes . 

Ami while I gate my wits away, 

And fondly bless my fate ; 

My captive heart bespeaks her sway, 
And flutters pit - a - pat ! 

2 . 

At first, perchance, the bashful fair 
To love is disinclin’d 
So let her be,_ I little care, 

Eve-long she grows more kind - 
For soon we smiling looks impart , 

Soon toy, and flirt, and chat; 

Then love invade, her yielding heart. 
And mine beats pit - a - pat ! 

3 . 

Anil now, as oft the maid I greet, 

Her hand I softly press ; 

And oft the gentle squeese repeat. 

Oft taste a rifled kiss. 

While silent joys each bosom charm, 
And check our am’rous chat, 

Each heart beats high to love’s alarm. 
And flutters pit-a-pat . 

4 . 

To him who ne’er such rapture proves, 
How cheerless wears the day.— 
How poor the wretch that never loves, 
Nor yields to beauty’s sway! 

O may the heart of softer frame, 

To nought but pleasure beat, 

When, all alive to love’s dear name, 

It flutters pit-a-pat ! 



MOON-LIGHT. 



R eichardt . 





SCATTER’D o’er the* starry pole, 
Glimmers Cynthia’s beam • 
Whiap’ring to the soften’d soul 
Fancy’s varied dream . 

2 . 

O’er the landscape, far and rtigh. 
Gleams the glowing night, 

Soft as friendship’s milting eye 
Bends its soothing light. 

3 . 

Touch’d in turn, by joy and pain, 
Quirk responds my heart ; — 
Floats, as nu*m?ty paints the scene, 
’ Tw ixt delight and smart. 

4 . 

Riv’let, speed thy flowing male; 

So my years have flown ! 

Past delights thy lapse displays; 
Joys for ever gone ! 



Dear the transport* once I knew : 
Dear ami lov’d in vain — 
Memory’s lingering fond review 
Turns the past to pain . 

6 . 

Riv’let, urge tliy ceaselefs flow, 
Gurgling speed thee on . 
Whispering strains of plaintive woe: 
Mournful unison! — 

7 . 

Whether, at the midnight scene, 

Swells thy troubled source ;. 

Or, along the flow’ry green. 

Glides with gentler course . 

8 . 

Blest the man, who timely wise, 
Seeks retirement’s shade j 
Blest, whose lot a friend . supplies , 
Partner of the glade • — 



Calmer pleasures there invite- 
Joys, nor vain, nor loud • 
Joys, that erring mortals slight ; 
Joys that shun the crowd ! 








1 . 



BLOOMING Hope, still young and fair, 
Soothes the wretch, whom ills assail, 
Ne’er shall moping gloom prevail; 

Hope, fond Hope, shall heal his rare . 

N. 2i 

Let capricious Fortune frown, * 

Friendship, fame, and wealth decay ; 
Cheer’d by blooming Hope alone, 

Pleasure speeds our devious way. 

y , 

Blooming Hope, etc. 

3 . 

Hope, to thee his artless vows 

Yearly breathes the labouring swain ; 
Trust to thee, and gayly mows 

Waving crops of golden grain . 

Blooming Hope, etc . 

4 . 

He, of treasur’d hoards bereav’d. 

Or in shackled misery ; 

He, from earliest days enslav’d, 

All unite to worship thee . 

Blooming Hope, etc. 

5 . 

Hastes the tree of life to fade, 

•Strew its blossoms fast the ground !_ 
Smiling Hope, celestial maid . 

Shows the root still Fresh and sound. 

B looming- H ope , etc . 

6 . *' 

Midst <U stuction, rage, and Fear, 

Death’s red banner wide unfurl’d •, 

Still shall blooming Hope appear, 
Beck’ning From another world . 

Blooming Hope, etc. 
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